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COP’S FAKE FIANCEE 


Steven 
Cop’s live by a moral code. No gray area. 


So it’s no surprise that | turn blue in the face when my best 
friend’s daughter asks me to be her fake fiancé. 


But what is a surprise is that she’s not expected to make it 
past December if she doesn’t get treatment for a rare kind of 
cancer. It’s treatment she can’t afford. 


I’ve sworn to protect and serve those who can’t, but now I’m 
Swearing at myself tossing and turning trying to figure out 
how to help her without compromising my integrity and 
career as a police officer. 


May 

| don’t know what to expect when | ask my my deceased 
dad’s best friend to be my fake fiancé. Sure, he’s a sexy 
older man and I’ve had a crush on him for years, but this 
doesn’t count. 


But what counts for him the most is honor, integrity, and 
helping others which is why | feel so bad asking this cop to 
compromise and make me his fake fiancée. 


But the closer | get to death, the more | know the only life 
worth living is a life with him. And the closer | get to him 
the more real this all feels. 


Steven 
I’m thinking of ways to help her out, but | never thought I’d 
actually develop these kinds of feelings for her. It’s just that 


she’s a young woman now, not just my cute little 
goddaughter anymore. 


When she tells me the first time she thought up this idea for 
our fake relationship she was hoping it could lead to another 
kind of first time, it’s that moment I know I’ve got to not only 
be her first, but her one and only. 


I’m aman who knows what he wants and I want to turn this 
fantasy into a reality and there’s only one way to do that... 
make her mine. Forever. 


*Cop’s Fake Fiancée is an insta-everything standalone older 
man younger woman romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 


CHAPTER 1 


May 


| push open the door to the coffee shop and my eyes 
immediately find him. 


He’s in the corner, his back to the wall, and those piercing 
brown eyes of his lock on mine. His hands are steepled, his 
posture upright and his gaze intense. 


If he’s trying to look like a civilian he’s doing a poor job of it, 
not that I’d ever want him to look like anything he isn’t. 


And what he is is one of L.A.’s toughest cops. And to roam 
these mean streets you have to look even meaner and be 
prepared to deal with anything that comes your way, no 
matter the size of the threat. 


But size doesn’t matter when you're already the biggest, 
baddest, lion in the concrete jungle. He strikes fear into bad 
guys and strikes a different kind of feeling inside women all 
over town. 


And it’s easy to see why. Everything about him screams 
alpha. From his well groomed beard that covers his square 
jawline right down to his thick neck and hulking shoulders. 


And his chest? It’s been famous for years. Ever since the 
L.A.P.D. picked twelve officers for their charity calendar years 
ago. At least half the ladies in town were stuck on January 
the entire year. Whoever put that calendar together knew 


the number one rule of publishing...lead with your strongest 
piece. 


And a piece of him is exactly what I’d always wanted. 


When I was in high school | suddenly had a whole lot of new 
“friends” once they found out my dad’s best friend was 
Police Sergeant Steven Shield. But I had an imaginary 
shield of my own, keeping the other girls back so | could 
have him all for myself. At least in my dreams that is. 


But only in my dreams is where he’s stayed these last few 
years. | haven’t seen much of him since my parent’s 
funeral. He calls to check up on me and | just might have 
recorded that deep baritone voice of his a time or two, but 
laying eyes on him is a different story. At least seeing him in 
the flesh that is. 


From time to time I, um, do pull out that calendar and have 
some me time with it, but since | went all the way to the East 
Coast for college that calendar is as close as I’ve got to 
getting a look at him...until now. 


And the man hasn’t changed one bit. 


He must be, what? Forty-one now? | do the math in my 
head pretending like | don’t know his birthday off the top of 
my head. It’s the combination to the lock on my bike | ride 
to and from campus but the real combination is the one he’s 
holding to my heart, not that he knows it. 


Like a star struck fool, I’ve been saving myself for the only 
man | really ever had these kinds of feelings for. Even 
through four years of college living in co-ed dorms, going to 
events where alcohol was consumed, and knowing plenty of 


very attractive guys | was never tempted once. They just 
didn’t have that same “it” factor that he does. 


There’s just something about the way he wears that badge, 
not that most people would know. He keeps it fixed to his 
belt right on his hip bones which form that line on either 
side of his twelve-pack-abs and lead right down to the 
biggest prize of all. And oh is it ever big. 


How could | ever forget that time he got promoted and he 
and my dad got three sheets to the wind before deciding it 
would be a good idea to strip down to their underwear and 
jump into the next-door-neighbor’s pool? 


He had on a pair of white Calvin Klein boxer briefs and when 
he came out of that water | could see everything. Every 
single inch, and let’s just say | hope he had a permit for that 
thing because it was definitely a concealed weapon. 


It was after my junior year of high school, but there was 
nothing “junior” about his manhood. He was full grown and 
then some, and that image that shocked me at the time 
stayed with me all these years since, foolishly thinking 
maybe one day I’d get a chance to see it up close and 
personal. 


I'd lived the fantasy plenty of times. He’d push me up 
against the wall and tell me to spread ‘em and then he’d put 
that nightstick right in between my legs. 


Oh how I dreamed of that moment, but these last few weeks 
my dreams had turned to nightmares. 


And that’s what | was here to talk with him about. If there’s 
anyone on earth who can help me it’s him. 


But | know he’s not ready for what little ol’ me is about ready 
to propose. 


CHAPTER 2 


Steven 


| settle into the booth in the back giving me a good vantage 
point to watch the entire coffee shop before steepling my 
hands. After all these years of being a cop these things 
come naturally, completely on instinct. 


But the minute | see her through the glass approaching the 
entrance something entirely different comes naturally out of 
instinct, and it’s pointing skyward just like my fingers. 


My fingers curl and my hands clasp together and | bite down 
on my fist. 


Three words come to mind. De-lish-us! And it’s three words 
and not one because my brain is completely freezing up at 
the sight of her. 


Wow, has she ever grown up. It’s been a half a decade or 
more since | last saw her and | can immediately see exactly 
what | missed. 


She was a cute kid in high school, maybe a bit awkward. 
Not any more. The way she moves as she approaches...oh 
my god. Those childbearing hips swinging back and forth, 
but damn...I lean to the side trying to get a better angle at 
that juicy booty of hers. 


| quickly lean back and try to regain my composure as she 
pulls the door open. 


Childbearing hips? What in the world has gotten into my 
head to make me think of such a thing? I’m the eternal 
bachelor, not the guy who’s ever going to have kids. It’s not 
that | don’t like them or something, it’s just that in my line of 
work it makes no sense. 


A latchkey kid for a cop? That sounds like a recipe for 
disaster. Not to mention my line of work is unpredictable 
and the last thing | want to do is leave behind a widow and a 
child, or worse yet an orphan, which tragically is what she 
became after my best friend and his wife died. Damn, the 
thought of it still makes me angry. | miss that guy. He was a 
true friend. My best friend, and his wife was a real gem. 


But | never met a woman like his. | just don’t have any time 
for myself. My job is everything to me and it gets all my 
time. Being acop isn’t a job, it’s a calling. And I’m on call 
24/7. And you can bet I get calls at any and all hours here in 
L.A. Vegas or New York might be the cities that never sleep, 
but L.A. is definitely the city that never sleeps when it comes 
to crime. 


But the only crime right now is the thoughts I’m having 
about my buddy’s daughter. This just isn’t right. 


| try not to stare as she approaches, but damn...I’m a big 
guy and her chest is right at my eye level from my seated 
position. | never checked her out back when she was in high 
school, but | know for sure she was not filling out a sweater 
like this. 


| Know she went east to study, but I didn’t know she 
graduated at the top of her class at the University of 
Hotness. How did she change so much? 


And why didn’t I keep in better contact with her these last 
few years? 


What’s wrong with me? | can’t be thinking about her this 
way. And she’s probably got a boyfriend anyways. The kids 
at school must be beating down her door. 


As she nears | slide out of the booth and start to stand, but 
quickly realize that’s not going to be a good idea at all. 


“Good to see you, May,” | say in kind of a half standing half 
sitting position. It almost passes as natural as | quickly sit 
back down hoping she didn’t see the rise in my Levi's. 


And it’s not just a rise. | am in absolute pain. My groin feels 
like it’s going to explode just at the sight of her. It takes 
every bit of discipline | have, and | have a lot, to keep my 
eyes locked on hers. | want to just devour her with one look, 
but | don’t want her to think I’m a complete animal. Not that 
| ever was in my life up until about ten seconds ago. 


“Good to see you, Mister Shield,” she says. “You look so... 
fit.” 

“Thanks. You’re looking mighty fine, | mean fit, | mean did 
you find the place alright?” 


I've interrogated some of the toughest, craziest, cold- 
blooded killers you’d never want to meet, but this girl is 
causing me to stumble over my words like I’m completely 
tongue-tied. This has never happened. 


“Um yeah,” she giggles. 


“What’s so funny?” | ask as she settles in across from me. 


“| was the one who picked it,” she says. 


“Oh right. Well, sometimes Google maps is wrong you 
know.” 


“True, but | used to come here all the time. Did you geta 
chance to look at the—“ 


“Two menus,” the waitress says. 


“Oh, that’s different,” she says. “Thank you.” She turns 
back from the waitress to me. “You used to have to order at 
the register.” 


“See. There you go. Things are always developing. | mean 
changing. You know new technology and all.” 


“Yeah, new developments,” she says. Developed isn’t even 
the right word. Neither is blossomed. It’s more like she 
exploded asin boom! As in she’s just a woman from head to 
toe now. 


And am | ever thankful this place has a waitress. There’s no 
way | can stand up right now. The situation in my pants has 
gone from bad to worse, or good to great depending on how 
you look at things. I have never been this hard in my entire 
life. So much for old guys losing a step. 


“How was college?” | ask. 

“Yeah, it was good. Thanks.” 

“That must have been fun. Surrounded by all those boys.” 
What’s wrong with me? It’s like I’m covertly digging for 


information about her personal life. I’m more of a come right 
out and Say it, or ask it, kind of guy. But for some reason I’m 


using interrogation techniques on her right now. And I’m 
not exactly delivering them very smoothly. Call me Captain 
Obvious with the way | not so subtly telegraphed that deep 
dive for personal information. 


“Yeah, there were lots of boys, as you mentioned. But you 
know. Boys will be boys.” 


“I know all about that. Boys will be boys is probably 
responsible for half of my arrests if not more.” 


“Wouldn’t it be nice if guys were just more mature and acted 
grown up? It would be better for everyone.” 


“Well it might not be good for my job security, but yeah... 
the world would be a better place,” | say. Is she insinuating 
what | think she’s insinuating? Why exactly did she call this 
meeting anyways? Is there something that she wants to tell 
me? 


| just want to cut through all the red tape and ask her 
straight away, but I can’t. | feel like there’s some sci-fi 
shield in between us that’s just flashing the words “best 
friend’s daughter” reminding me she’s completely off-limits, 
even though it’s very obvious she’s come into her own asa 
woman now. 


The waitress comes back and takes our orders. When May 
looks up to speak with her it gives me the perfect 
opportunity to sneak a peek at her. Her body is...wow! But 
she looks so elegant in the way she smiles at the waitress. 
The way the light hits her eyes from the side really shows off 
her brown eye color. It’s brown like mine, but a lot lighter. 
And her skin looks so soft and creamy. And her hair might 
just be even softer. | swear | can smell it from here. Is that 
even possible? Am | turning into some kind of animal who’s 


on high alert for breeding season right now? It’s like all my 
senses are heightened and | just can’t get enough of her 
unless | can take her home right now and get all of her. 


“And | know exactly what I'd like to do with...” | look up at 
the waitress who’s looking down at me. “...a coffee black. 
I’d drink it right down. That’s what I'd do with it. | hear 
they’re delicious here,” | say. 


The waitress’ eyebrow raises letting me know she’s 
completely suspicious of my sporadic and weird behavior as 
she reaches for my menu and then quickly turns and walks 
off. 


“You heard the coffee black is good here?” May asks. 


“Yeah, you know. Yelp and all. You can really learn a lot 
about a place just by downloading the right apps these 
days.” | have no idea what I’m talking about. 


May holds her look at me and then out of nowhere the edges 
of her lips come up into a big smile and she lets out a laugh 
so big she snorts. “Downloading the right apps?” she asks. 


“Yeah, you Know. Just download some apps and a world of 
knowledge is right there in your pocket.” 


“Riilight, Mister Shield.” 
“Please, we’re both adults here,” | say trying to make the 
idea of what I want to do with her seem less weird. “Call me 


Steven.” 


“Wow. Okay. Steven. | like that name. I’ve never called you 
that.” 


“First time for everything,” | say. 
“That’s what | was hoping,” she says. 
| breathe out through my nose as | try and not so obviously 


adjust myself in my seat. | swear these pants aren’t made to 
stretch like this. 


CHAPTER 3 


May 


For the next hour we catch up. | tell him all about college 
and he tells me some of the crazy cases he’s worked on 
since he’s last seen me. 


I’m having the time of my life and my mind is wrapped up 
completely in the conversation. I’ve totally forgotten why | 
even asked to meet up with him. 


It’s just that we’re chatting and bantering back-and-forth. 
There’s never a single awkward pause, lack for words, or 
anything other than a perfect conversation flowing between 
two adults. 


But when | remember why | asked to meet him | start to feel 
childish again. I’m not sure if it’s because he’s my godfather 
or that I’ve just always looked up to him. | can’t quite put 
my finger on it, but asking what | want to ask him is going to 
make me feel like less of a person in my own eyes. 


| want so badly to feel like I’m on his level, that we’re 
somehow equal. But one step down the favor road and it 
will be clear to both of us that we’re not. He’s a step above 
me. He always has been and maybe he always will be. And 
that’s probably just another reason why | want him so bad. 
It’s like he’s almost within my grasp, at least that’s how it 
feels, but there’s something inside of me that knows he’s 
way out of my reach. | can only fool myself for a few 
minutes at a time until reality kicks me in the stomach and 
reminds me I probably don’t have a chance with him. 


And if | don’t get around to asking him the question | came 
here to ask him I’m not going to have a chance with him or 
anyone. 

“Is everything okay?” he asks. He must be able to see that 
my mood has changed and suddenly my mind is wandering 
a bit. 

“Yeah, couldn’t be better,” | say not wanting this fun to end. 
His gaze narrows. He’s not buying it. “Are you sure?” 

“Kind of,” | say. 

“If you need someone to talk to you know I’m here for you.” 
“I know. Actually...that’s one of the reasons | called you. | 
mean | definitely wanted to catch up and everything but 
there’s also something | wanted to ask you. Something 
that’s kind of embarrassing and everything, but...! just don’t 
know who else to turn to.” 

“May. By all means you know I’m here for you. Whatever it 
is just tell me and I'll help you in whatever way | can. And if 
| can’t l'Il find someone who can.” 


“But this is something a little different. There’s some gray 
area involved.” 


“Are you in trouble?” 
“Not in the traditional way.” 


His head turns to the side and he squints even deeper. 


“I'm sorry for beating around the bush. I’m an adult right. | 
should just come out with it.” 


He says nothing. 


| inhale a deep breath and then exhale it out hard. “I havea 
rare form of cancer and I’m not expected to make it past 
December if | don’t get treatment right away.” 


“You...what did you say?” he asks as he shakes his head in 
disbelief. 


“| have a rare form of cancer and | need help right away.” 


“Woah,” he says, his eyes opening wide as he leans back in 
his seat. This time it’s his turn to take in a deep breath and 
blow it out. Suddenly his body shoots forward to the table 
and his hands wrap around mine. His gaze hardens as his 
brow narrows and he looks more through me than at me. 


“Listen. We're going to whip this cancer. We're going to get 
you the treatment you need and you're going to be fine.” 


I nod. “Thank you,” I say, but | Know he hasn’t even heard 
the part that’s potentially the worst. 


“What can I do to help? You need me to call a doctor? | 
know a lot, some of the best in the country and they’re right 
here in L.A.” 


“Thank you, but there’s only one doctor who’s able to work 
on me.” 


“Okay then. What’s his name? Let’s get him working on you 
right away so you can start getting better soon.” 


“His name is Doctor Schmidt and he’s back east. New York 
to be exact.” 


“Okay. | probably don’t know him, but let’s get you 
scheduled for what you need.” 


“That’s the hang-up.” 

“What do you mean? He’s not willing to help you?” 

“His hands are tied.” 

“Tied? That’s nonsense. He tells you you’re not going to 
make it to see the calendar turn but then he won't help 
you?” 

“He works for a big hospital. They’re the ones in charge.” 


“That should make it easier then, right? Your insurance will 
cover it.” 


“If | had insurance.” 

“You don’t have insurance?” 
“Nope.” 

“Nothing from your dad’s plan?” 


“| read the fine print. They would cover me until | was 
twenty-six...if he was still alive. But he’s not so...” 


“How much is it going to cost? I’ve got some money saved 
up.” 


| feel his hands tightening over the top of mine. | can feel 
his passion for helping me and it’s breaking my heart. He’s 
trying his hardest to solve this problem of mine. | can see 
him running through scenarios in his head. But this problem 
is so much bigger than that. 


“A lot. As in the doctor is estimating it costing over half a 
million dollars.” 


“Half a... Okay, well can you get insurance now?” 
“Pre-existing condition.” 

“Oh right. So no insurance now and you can’t really get it?” 
“Unfortunately.” 

“Will he take less on a cash deal?” 


“| thought that too, and he said he would but it wouldn’t be 
that much of a difference. There are a lot of drugs and 
machines I’m going to need. They don’t know exactly 
what’s going on, but they have a pretty good idea. There 
will be a bit of exploratory research to make sure they can 
fix the problem and then all the machines and drugs to 
actually do it.” 


“How much less are we talking?” 


“He said about fifty thousand, and they'll still have to get 
the machines into the hospital. He’s got to do it all there 
where he has the operating room, the nurses, and 
everything like that. There’s no real way to do it in a smaller 
private clinic. They’re just not equipped for something like 
this.” 


| see his mind racing, trying to work through other 
alternatives. “We're going to get you all better. | just need a 
minute to think.” 


“I've thought through all the scenarios and | spoke with the 
doctor too. There’s really only one way.” 


“Wait! The public hospital isn’t allowed to turn you away, 
right? It’s the law.” 


“They can’t help me. There are no public hospitals that are 
equipped. Plus I’m short on time.” 


| can see the weight of my words on his shoulders as his 
body slowly slides down into the chair almost like a 
snowman melting in the first warm day of spring. It’s like 
my words have taken all the air out of his balloon. I knew 
this was going to happen, but | just hoped it wouldn’t. 


“Okay. So that won’t work. Every no is just one step closer 
toa yes.” 


“| have the yes already.” 
“Great. What is it? What can we do?” 


“Mister Shield....1 mean Steven.” His eyes are open so wide 
and I can just see how desperately he wants to help me. | 
always knew he was the perfect man for me, but now I can 
see he’s really the perfect man for any girl lucky enough to 
have him. Just to see how much he cares. How much he 
wants to help. How hurt he looks knowing something is 
wrong with me. He really, really cares and that means the 
world to me. “The doctor recommended something but it’s 
not exactly the right way to go about things.” 


“Sweetheart if there’s a way for you to shine your light on 
this world for a single day longer than what these doctors 
think then you can bet your bottom dollar that we’re going 
to pursue it with everything we've got. Just tell me and we'll 
make it happen.” 


“The doctor told me he’d lose my prior records with the 
hospital if | can get on someone else’s health insurance. 
That way there’s no record of a pre-existing condition, but 
he already knows what he has to do so he can diagnose and 
address the problem immediately.” 


His face goes blank. | don’t say anything for a good ten 
seconds before he finally says, “So what you’re asking me 
IS...” 


“Yeah,” I say. “And I’m really, really sorry. | Know how 
honorable you are and everything but | don’t know any 
other way. 


He just stares at me, his expression not changing. I’m not 
sure if he’s blown away at the idea that someone thinks he 
could be corrupted or if he’s thinking of a way to do it. I’m 
absolutely clueless. 

“Can you give me twenty-four hours?” he asks. 

“Yes. Of course. Thank you,” | say. 

“I’m going to make some calls and find a way we can do this 
the right way. | need all the information you have right now 
so | can get to work on this immediately.” 


“Thank you,” | Say. 


The next fifteen minutes are a mad scramble of putting 
notes on napkins and laying out every bit of information | 
know. He keeps a positive and upbeat tone on his face and 
in his tone, but | know deep inside he can’t be so sure. 


And | know because I’ve already tried all this myself. I’ve 
exhausted every possibility and that’s why | came to him. 


The only possibility now is what’s going to happen in 
twenty-four hours when he realizes there really is no other 
way? 


CHAPTER 4 


Steven 


| made my first call before she was even out of my sight at 
the coffee shop. 


And | haven’t stopped since. 


It’s been an absolutely hectic day and it’s not about to end 
anytime soon. | haven’t eaten a thing and my head is 
starting to spin. | go to the kitchen to grab an energy drink 
and look out the window. It’s night already? 


I’m running out of time. No...she’s running out of time! 
This day has completely chewed me up and spit me out. 


| went from the highest of highs to the lowest of lows. When 
| first saw her | was absolutely captivated. | can’t even deny 
how my body was reacting and the scenarios my mind was 
running through. Can I really ask her out on a date? Is that 
even right? 


But then my questions quickly became way more serious. 
What can we do to keep her alive? 


My tongue was tied and my stomach was in knots when | 
saw her, but it quickly turned to gut-wrenching pain when | 
realized what today was quickly becoming about. And as 
hard as I’ve been pounding the phones, researching, and 
just running through ideas in my mind I’m realizing that 
she’s right. 


There’s only one way. 
Dammit! 


Why does life have to be like this? Why does it come down 
to this to keep someone alive? I’m not even thinking about 
this in political terms in regards to public healthcare or 

anything like that. I’m just thinking of it on a human level. 


But there’s no time to wallow in my sorrow or wonder why 
things are the way they are. She’s been dealt a terrible 
hand and | have to do what | can to help her out. 

But I’ve lived my entire life as an honest man. My entire 
being is built around it. My way of life...my profession...the 
way | view myself. 


But | also take a tremendous amount of pride in being her 
godfather...in honoring my commitment to her father. 


I’ve tried everything. 

Second mortgage on the house? They won't do it. 

A loan? Not for that amount. 

Call in all the money I’ve loaned to friends over the years? 
What kind of a “friend” would that make me plus it would be 


nowhere near enough. 


Sell my house and move into an apartment with one of the 
junior cops? We have policies against fraternization. 


Get a potluck roommate? Doesn’t matter. | have nowhere 
near enough equity in the house to make it work. 


| run the numbers. I’ve never taken a sick day. Even if | 
added up all the holidays I’ve worked and didn’t get paid, 
the sick days I’ve never taken, and the overtime | didn’t bill 
I'd only be half way there. That’s no excuse anyways, but it 
does tell me one thing. I’m getting a whole lot closer to 
doing something | never thought I’d do...question my own 
integrity. 


There’s got to be a way. 


| go back into the living room and turn off all the lights. | 
squeeze my eyes tight trying to lubricate them. They’re 
bone dry from staring into a computer screen all day trying 
to work through a solution. | know Einstein used to lay on 
his back in the dark and stare at the ceiling and often a 
solution would come to him, or he'd fall asleep. 


| know there’s no way I’m going to fall asleep so | figure if it’s 
good enough for Einstein it’s good enough for me. 


Then | remember a piece of advice from an old investigator | 
met on his way out. He was able to solve crimes with his 
subconscious with what he called the Dali trick. 


At this point I’m up for anything. 
| walk back into the kitchen and grab a plate. 


A few seconds later I’m back in the living room, but this time 
sitting in my La-Z-Boy. | pull my keys from my pocket and 
hold them in my right hand. My forearm is on the armrest of 
the chair but my hand hangs over. Directly underneath my 
hand | place the plate...upside down. 


The moment | fall asleep the keys will clang onto the plate 
and supposedly l'Il awaken refreshed and ready to go. 


The idea is that l'Il reach that split second moment where l'II 
have barely lost consciousness yet also can’t be assured of 
having really fallen asleep. 


Supposedly the “sleep” lasts for less than a quarter of a 
second and the trick was used by Dali, Einstein, and 
Aristotle. 


There are multiple states of sleep and our bodies behave 
differently in each part. That crusty old detective told me 
this was his secret to tapping into a problem solving part of 
his mind which made him so successful. 


| hate the word desperate, but desperate times call for 
desperate measures. 


| close my eyes and start working on a solution to the 
problem. I’m too awake. Every second | think about how we 
can make this work | soend another second remembering 
the curve of her hip, the plumpness of her lips, and how 
turned on she made me. 


This is not working. 


| focus more on the task at hand, feeling the stress due to 
the severity and the time constraint of what we're facing. 


Time passes, but | have no idea how much. 


My mind starts to enter a different state, even wandering a 
bit. | just let it go. 


Suddenly | flinch in my chair as my eyes dart around. | look 
down and see the keys next to the plate on the floor. 


What...it worked. 
Or did it. 
Then it hits me. 


My insurance policy is one of the few I’m aware of that 
actually allows you to add someone who you’re about to 
marry. Not a wife, but a fiancée...but it can be voided if the 
wedding doesn’t happen within ninety days after the 
effective date of the policy modification to add the fiancée. 


But that’s still not right. 


But...l’m also up for retirement in...ninety days. | hadn’t 
planned on retiring yet, but | could. And if | did retire the 
amount of money I’m to be paid into retirement would cover 
the cost of her treatment assuming | lived just another ten or 
fifteen years. 


But...what if | didn’t retire? What if | turned in my badge the 
day before | qualified? 


Sure, I’d look like the biggest weirdo in the history of all 
government employees ever, but | don’t care. I’d basically 
be giving up the pension that | earned in return for saving 
May. And not only would | be giving up my pension, but a 
whole lot more. Technically I’d be taking a huge loss on the 
deal even though I'd basically be taking the payment now 
and not over however many years | live. 


In simpler terms can | justify walking out on the money that | 
would have made in retirement, and instead have the 


insurance company pay for the surgery forMay? The 
insurance company would pay a lot at once, but it would be 
a lot less than the government would have paid me in 
retirement. And the insurance company pays out from the 
money the government employees, like me, pay in. So it’s 
kind of like robbing Peter to Paul. But at the end of the day 
the money that goes to May’s surgery is less than | would 
have made in retirement. The benefit is the money comes 
now and it saves her life. Saving her life is a no-brainer. The 
problem is can is trying to “justify” doing this? My 
justification is both saving her life, which is most important, 
and that it actually results in the government paying out 
less...paying the hospital now versus paying me in 
retirement which in turn is a savings for the U.S. taxpayer. 


But if | quit my insurance stops. 


But if we get the hospital to bill everything up front and | 
submit the paperwork while I’m still employed then it could 
work. 


But will the provider of our policies really pay half a million 
dollars in a lump sum to a fiancée? That’s questionable... 
except for the fact that I’ve helped out the policy 
administrator’s family more than a time or two, including 
making sure to swing by their offices on my shift a few times 
a week, 


It’s not perfect, but it’s not so imperfect either. It’s definitely 
in the gray area, and | hate that part, but at the end of the 
day I’d be giving up a half a million or probably a lot more 
just to get a half a million right now...and that would keep 
May alive. 


And what’s the point of money anyways? It’s a tool to use to 
improve your life and the lives of your loved ones. 


| turn on the lights and wrestle with the thought. 

As much as | try and talk myself into it I still know it’s not 
right. I’m aman who’s always done things by the book and 
this is definitely not by the book. 

But the most important book right now is the story of May’s 
life and there’s no way I’m allowing the final chapter to be 
written at age twenty-two. 

Then the strangest twist of irony hits me. 

If you asked me this morning, or any morning of my life for 
that matter, if | thought I’d ever get married | would have 
busted out laughing in your face. But now that’s exactly the 
plan. 


But there’s even more irony because | never would have 
considered the idea...until | saw her today. 


And it’s not because I’m not exactly a spring chick anymore. 
It’s solely because of her. 


She made me feel in a way I’ve absolutely never felt before. 


| could literally imagine a future with her. | want a future 
with her. 


So now we’re going to embark on a...fake future? 


And then the sixty-four thousand dollar question. How long 
will it stay fake? 


Or more accurately how long will | be able to pretend? 


CHAPTER 5 


Steven 
“You got...engaged?” Monika our HR rep asks me. 
“Yeah, just this morning.” 
“But |...1.... didn’t know you were even dating anyone.” 
“You know how it is when you find the one, right?” 
“Well, | mean—“ 
“Look how happy you are in that picture,” | say pointing 
down to the picture of her and her husband in some 
Caribbean Island. 
“And you were only dating Geoff for what?” 


“Seven years.” 


“Seven years. Right. But I’m sure he knew from the 
moment he met you.” 


Monika just shakes her head. 
“Well then. Okay. l'Il tell my girlfriend Cindy you’re off the 
market then. | mean l'Il tell city hall that we need to redo 


your package.” 


“Thanks. Yeah, | was wondering if there was any way we can 
speed that up.” 


“Speed it up? What do you mean?” 


“Well, you know. We just got married and all and we're still 
feeling pretty. That and I’m getting older of course. No need 
to wait to get our family started.” 


“| don’t even know, you’re seeing someone and you're 
suddenly engaged and talking about starting a family?” 


“Part of being a good detective is learning how to go through 
life being undetected myself, right?” 


Monika shakes her head again. | think she’s buying it, but 
she sure is surprised. I’m also surprised that I’m not only 
doing this, but how easy it seems. How natural it is. Not the 
making this story up part but the thought of being with May, 
but this whole thing is still so new and so strange to me. 


| called her not more than an hour ago on my way into work 
and told her the plan. She couldn’t stop thanking me which 
made me feel good. But what really made me feel the best 
was being able to honor the commitment | made to her 
father without telling her I planned to quit just before | was 
up for retirement. 


“Well, congratulations Detective Shield...1 guess,” Monika 
says. 


“Thanks.” 
“When are we going to meet this lucky lady?” 


“I’m not sure yet. You know with the way the schedules are 
set these days and all.” 


“Well there’s a charity function tonight and it’s mandatory 
for anyone not working at that time to attend.” 


“Charity function tonight?” 
“Yeah, it’s the night we auction off the officers for charity. 
You remember I’m sure. You’ve set the record how many 


times now?” 


“Right. That. Well, | guess | won’t be participating this 
year.” 


“But you can still come and support the event. Chief 
mandated it, remember.” 


“Got ya,” I say, realizing this is about to get a lot more 
complicated than | expected. 


“And can we expect to see,” she pauses and looks down at 
the paper. “May is it? Like the month?” 


“Yes, May. I’m not sure if she’s free tonight, but l'Il do my 
best to bring her.” 


“Please do. I'd like to meet the lady who finally landed the 
big fish.” 


“Big fish?” 


Monika winks. “My friends are going to be so disappointed,” 
she says. 


And May and | are going to have to put on a performance of 
our own this evening. One that certainly doesn’t disappoint 
if we want to pull this off. 


CHAPTER 6 


Steven 


“Before we get started tonight I'd like to take a moment to 
propose a toast and to congratulate one of our favorite 
detectives. One who is now Officially off the market.” 


A few heads turn scanning the room looking for clues on who 
the chief might be referring to. | haven’t told anyone yet, so 
all this must be coming from Monika. 


A few of the ladies look through their programs. Each officer 
has his own page in tonight’s program. It tells a bit about 
his life, his career, and of course a few measurements like 
biceps, chest, and shirt size. That and how many cases he’s 
worked on...the most interesting thing he’s come across... 
things of that nature. 


And unfortunately there | am on the last page. | was 
supposed to be the final auction of the night. The last 
officer who brings in the most. The final chance to get a 
date with a cop. | have to admit the event was fun and fora 
good cause, but I’m lucky to not have to participate this year 
although | know a few of the ladies in attendance won't find 
it so lucky. 


Miss Lewis from Pasadena had purchased me three years in a 
row. We did everything from have dinner to playing doubles 
tennis with what seemed to be her entire group of 
girlfriends. Fortunately she never pushed the envelope or 
insinuated at anything sexual, like MissLong did. Jeez | just 
remember how she tried to tell me her last name was Long 


for a reason. Because she could handle each and every last 
inch. | was lucky to escape that date with my clothes not 
ripped and shredded as much as she was grabbing at me. 


But those days are long gone thankfully. Now it’s time for 
the other officers to set new records and for junior officers to 
experience the action...figuratively and quite possibly 
literally in some cases. 


“Please raise a glass for Detective Shields and his lovely 
fiancée May,” the chief says. 


| feel May’s knee find the back of my calf and | try my best 
to hold back a smile. | don’t look down at her knowing doing 
so would set us both into a frenzy of laughter. 

“Shield?” a few voices Say. 


“You've got to be kidding me.” 


| raise my glass high in the sky and turn to May. We clink 
glasses and then take a drink as does the rest of the room. 


And then it starts. 


Lieutenant Ferguson clinks his glass with a spoon soon to be 
followed by a lot of other officers. 


“Kiss! Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!” fills the banquet room. 
A verifiable pattern of romantic behavior. That line of fine 
print from the department’s insurance policy starts running 


through my mind. 


There’s no way a newly engaged couple wouldn’t want to 
put on a public display of affection right? But half of these 


guys here haven’t ever seen me with a woman seeing that 
I’ve been married to my job all these years. 


But there’s a big pink elephant in the room that only | know 
about. The truth, and I’m not talking about what May and | 
are up to. 


The truth is | wantto kiss her. Badly. 


I’m not so sure | needed all these people here to witness our 
possible first kiss, but | guess when in Rome... 


| turn to face her and she’s already looking up at me. 
Somehow she seems closer. | don’t want to take my eyes off 
of hers but I quickly look down at the floor and see she’s 
standing on her tiptoes. 


Does she want this as bad as | do? My career revolves 
around reading people and body language. Her body isn’t 
lying. She does. 


My right hand comes up finding her cheek. | run my thumb 
along that smooth skin. That same creamy skin | admired 
yesterday in the coffee shop is now in my hand. 


| push back a lock of her hair as | watch her chest heave up 
and down. As much as I’m trying to control my own 
breathing | know the pace of my breath is right in line with 
hers. 


This is real. This is so real. 
| lean in and just before | close my eyes | see her eyes close. 


As my face gets just inches from hers | stop, feeling the heat 
from her skin and her breath. 


| pray that no one is looking at my trousers right now 
because I’m definitely not concealing the pistol that’s in my 
pants right now. I’m locked and loaded and have that thing 
drawn and ready to fire. She’s taken me from Zero to sixty in 
no time flat. 


| move in closer, Knowing our lips are separated by no more 
than a couple of inches. 


| can’t resist anymore. 


| gently place my lips on hers and feel her lean up and into 
mine. 


| want to devour her right here and now, but that’s not how | 
treat a lady...my lady. She is isn’t she? 


| pull back and just look at her. Her eyes take an extra 
couple seconds to open but when she does they’re as wide 
and focused as I’ve ever seen them. Her pupils are dilated 
and I’m sure she sees the same thing as she looks into mine. 


| feel a pat on the back, but it takes me a second to turn 
around and acknowledge it. I’m still fixated on her. 


“Congratulations, detective,” the chief says. 
The chief? 


He must have come down off the stage and approached us 
without my noticing. And now | suddenly notice that 
everyone is clapping and hooting and hollering. But it 
hasn’t just started. They’re well into it. | didn’t even hear 
the cheers break out. 


| was completely lost in her. Gone. Focused on the only 
thing that mattered. 


Her. Pretending to be hers and that she was mine. 


Pretending...right? 


CHAPTER 7 


May 
One week later 


“How’s everything going with the doctor?” he asks as we 
settle into our table for dinner. It’s a nice Italian spot 
outside the city a bit where we can go over the plan while 
enjoying a meal in dimly lit peace. 


“Good. Thanks. He’s just waiting on the paperwork and 
then we can proceed.” 


“I'm expecting that by the end of the week. HR is rushing it 
through we should be set on that soon.” 


“Have you thought about the best way to go about it?” 


“| have. There’s a window where | need to have a physical 

taken every year. I’m in that window right now so once the 
paperwork goes through l'Il schedule my physical and you 

can come with me and have a physical of your own.” 


“That’s a good idea actually,” | say. He doesn’t immediately 
reply as the waiter fills our wine glasses with a nice 
Cabernet. Once the waiter leaves | prepare my follow-up. 
“Are you still okay with everything?” 


“Yeah. | am,” he says. 


“Thank you again for doing this,” | say, putting my hands 
palms down on the table. 


“You know you don’t ever have to thank me,” he says laying 
his palms in mine. “But you’re welcome.” 


He big hands engulf mine. He gives me a gentle squeeze 
and everything feels right. | feel so protected and safe 
whenever I’m around him, and so small and exposed to the 
whims of the world when I’m not. 


He suddenly laughs and then pulls his hands back, placing 
them on his head. 


“What?” 

“| almost forgot to tell you. One of the ladies at work asked 
me about our vows. She asked me if I’d started writing mine 
yet.” 

“And?” This could get interesting. 

“I told her | was going to go with the standard ones.” 

Steven takes a drink. 

“And?” 

“She didn’t seem very thrilled with that idea. Said only a 
generic girl gets generic vows and asked me if that’s the 


message | wanted to send.” 


“But we'll never actually get to the actual wedding part 
anyways...will we?” 


“I mean...I’m in unchartered territory here. | haven’t exactly 
done this before so | don’t know how it’s all going to play 


out. All | know is that she’s going to hound me until she 
sees my own Set of original wedding vows.” 


“So maybe we should...?” 

“It could be entertaining to say the least,” he says. 

“A verifiable pattern of romantic behavior, right?” | ask. 
“I'm pretty sure that qualifies,” he says. 


A simple meeting to check-in turns into a three hour dinner. 
When we're finished we get to pay only to find out, “another 
gentleman who left earlier had already picked up the tab.” 
We both have puzzled looks on our faces until the waiter 
describes what he looked like. “Thank you,” Steven tells 
him. 


“My pleasure, sir. He said to tell you it was a pleasure to see 
two people so much in love,” the waiter says before taking 
off back to the kitchen. 


We both look at each other. | raise my palms toward the 
ceiling. 


“Officer Russo. He loves Italian food and knows every place 
in L.A. where he can get it. He must have seen us.” 


“But he didn’t approach,” | say. 
“Because he thought...well, you heard what the waiter said,” 
he says. 


Two people so much in love. That’s exactly what he said. 
And | can’t lie. My deep feelings for Steven are intensifying 
even more. | don’t want to put the “L word” on it yet 


because | don’t want to get my hopes up. | mean I’m not 
even sure this is going to work out or that l'Il even be around 
this time come next year, let alone find myself in a real 
relationship with the man of my dreams. 


But what is real? The lines seem to be blurring quickly, or 
am | just crazy? 


He didn’t bring up the kiss at dinner even though it was the 
thing | most hoped we get a chance to address. He’s 
steering clear of it entirely. Is it because it was no big deal? 
Just part of the act? Did it mean something more to him? 
Did it mean a lot more actually? 

“Shall we,” Steven says offering me his arm. 

“We shall,” | say. 


We walk outside and the fresh air hits me in the face making 
me realize | might be a bit more buzzed than | realize. 


“Where’s your car parked?” he asks. 
“I took an Uber.” 

“You did?” 

“Yeah, why?” 

“I did too.” 

“You did?” 


“Yeah, in case we had something to drink.” 


| look up at him and try and hold it in but can’t. | start 
giggling uncontrollably and he quickly pinches me in the 
side. It’s like we’re two high school kids on a date and does 
it ever feel fun. 


“As in in case we had two bottles of wine to drink?” 


“Something like that,” he says. “Here, let’s walk it off fora 
few blocks and then call a ride.” 


“Sounds good,” | say holding onto his arm even tighter and 
pressing my body against the side of his. 


We take off down the street. And it’s just like the song 
“Nobody Walks inL.A.” And this time it’s perfect. We have 
the entire sidewalk to ourselves which I’d definitely need to 
walk with him. I’m a bit tipsy and doubt I could walk ina 
straight line. Thankfully I’ve got him here to support me and 
keep me on the straight and narrow. We make a good team. 
Too bad it’s only until my treatment and then things will go 
back to the way they were. 


If that’s possible. 


CHAPTER 8 


Steven 


The car pulls up in front of her place. | run around the side 
as quickly as | can so I can get her door. 


| help her out of the car. 

“I'll be right back,” | say to the driver. He nods. 
| escort May to her door. 

“I had a lot of fun tonight,” she says. 


“| did too,” | say looking down in to those beautiful eyes of 
hers again. I’ve been stuck on them the entire night. 


She pauses. | know what she’s thinking because I’m 
thinking it to. 


Damn how much | want to. 


It takes everything | have not to make a move. My body is 
begging me to, but my mind is reminding me this isn’t real. 


“One second,” she says. She turns and unlocks her front 
door before turning back to me. 


She doesn’t say anything because she doesn’t have to. The 
Uber is paid for. All | have to do is tell him I don’t need 
another ride. Here we are on her front step with the door not 


only unlocked but slightly opened just waiting for us to walk 
inside and do exactly what we both want to do. 


But the wine’s been flowing tonight too, and that’s the 
problem. | don’t want this to be that kind of decision. | 
don’t want this charade to continue with the convenient 
excuse of alcohol in the morning. And the reason why is 
because it’s not a charade anymore. It’s clear to see we’ve 
got something. There is some serious chemistry here and if 
we’re going to test it out then we need to be of sound mind 
to do so. 


And right now sound of mind doesn’t apply to either of us. 
Hungry animals hot to mate is more appropriate. 


And that can’t happen, but I’m not about to let either of us 
walk away empty handed so to speak. 


| put my arms on her waist and feel her body rise up again 
as if to bring her lips closer to mine. She doesn’t have to 
give me any more clues. 


| lean in and kiss her with reckless abandon, feeling her 
hands wrap around me as we pull each other in close as we 
kiss passionately. 

“Get a room!” someone yells from across the street. 

We continue kissing and then stop briefly, but our lips don’t 
come off each other’s. We smile and then laugh and then go 
right back to kissing. 


The window of the car rolls down. 


“Sir. Sir? I’m sorry, but if you don’t want another ride then | 
need to accept one of these other riders who are coming up 


on the app.” 
| pull my head back from hers. 


“I'll be right there,” | say loud enough for him to hear me. 
“Unfortunately,” | say under my breath. 


| kiss her one more time quickly before turning and walking 
down the steps. 


| get in the car and quickly roll down the window as we pull 
away from the curb. 


She sees me and waves. For the first time in my life | think | 
wave back. 


Have | ever waved at someone before? | used to think that 
was kind of silly for men to do. 


But my mind is totally in the clouds right now and | don’t 
care. 


Originally | wanted to help her, but now I know I’d do 
anything not only for her, but to be with her. 


For real. 


CHAPTER 9 


Steven 
One week later 


The last week has been absolutely hectic. | was scheduled 
with more shifts than anybody in the station. They had to 
give me more now since I'd be out for the wedding soon. 


Riilight. The wedding. 


And not only that it seems like anyone who has ever even 
considering committing a crime decided this past week was 
the time to do it. | didn’t even need to check to know why. 
There must have been a full moon last week. It sounds crazy 
but it really does bring out the crazy in people. Statistics 
don’t lie in this case. 


But tonight | wasn’t going to think about any of that. 


The minute | got home May would be there to greet me. I'd 
left a key outside under a rock so she could start making 
dinner in time for me when I got home. She came up with 
the idea so who was | to argue? 


And this past week I'd felt like a kid again. Although neither 
one of us had come right out and said it, we’d had fun 
bantering on the messaging app called Signal about our 
“relationship.” We chose Signal as it’s truly encrypted. 
WhatsApp isn’t. If we're going to joke about what we're 
doing the last thing | want is to get caught. WhatsApp and 
Facebook chats had been used plenty of times in court. It’s 


real admissible evidence. Signal was truly private and used 
by big corporations and the dark web types for that very 
reason. 


| never really understood the hang of those messaging apps 
until | started chatting with her. | thought | was just too old 
to get it, but she showed me it’s not about your age...it’s 
about having fun and staying connected throughout the 
day. The conversation never really ends. It just waits until 
the next witty reply. 


And she was full of them. Even though | was bogged down 
with work she made it go by quickly. She had me constantly 
hoping my phone would vibrate with a new message from 
her which was sure to put a smile on my face...including an 
especially big smile from the pictures she sent me when she 
went shopping for her “wedding dress” but got distracted 
and tried on swimsuits instead. Oh me oh my. 


| had to pull over the squad car and | wasn’t even the one 
driving. | couldn’t sit another second. My polyester policing 
pants were just way too uncomfortable thanks to what she 
did to my anatomy. 


And the same thing was happening now as | approached the 
house. 


What did she have planned? 


Was she going to pretend like nothing was going on now 
that we were going to be face-to-face? Was she going to 
answer the door in one of those swimsuits she showed me in 
the pictures? Was she going to open the door in nothing at 
all and jump me? That would be nice. 


Who needs dinner when I’ve got her? 


We could work up an appetite and then eat pasta straight 
from the pot in the middle of the night in-between rolling 
around on the sheets...and in the shower...bent over the 
table...hanging from the chandelier even, if | had one. 


| walk up to the front door but before I’m even ten feet from 
it there she is, opening the door standing there in her apron 
stirring something in a bowl. 


What was | thinking all these years? This is what life’s all 
about. Coming home after a day protecting the city toa 

beautiful woman who looks both adorable and incredibly 
beautiful at the same time. And she’s making food! 


Did | just think of the word adorable? That word never 
crosses my mind before, just like | don’t wave. This woman 
is affecting me in ways | can’t even control. 


And | don’t know if I’m going to be able to control myself 
when I step through that threshold. 


And | can’t. 


| take the bowl from her hands and place it on the table next 
to the door. | grab her by the hips, lifting her off the ground 
and kiss her hard right on the mouth. Her legs wrap around 
my waist just above my work belt and all the things | have 
attached to it. 


She kisses me hard right back and in-between me trying to 
devour her and her trying to do the same thing to me my 
hat tips back on my head, but doesn’t fall off. 


“Oh my god, you look so hot,” she says in-between putting 
her mouth on my lips, neck and even the chest of uniform. 


“You have no idea how hot! am. Hot for you that is.” 


| reach around squeeze her ass hard as | hold her suspended 
in the air. 


“Arrest me,” she says. 
“You want me to...” 
| look into her eyes and know exactly what she wants. 


My hands release from that apple bottom butt of hers and 
her feet quickly find the floor. 


| take a step back and bring my hat back down into place, 
maybe even a bit lower than normal. | pull my aviators out 
from pocket and slide them on. 


“Miss, that bowl you had in your hand when you opened the 
door...where did you get it?” 


“The bowl, officer? |...1...don’t know what you’re—“ 

“Oh | think you do. You know darn well what I’m talking 
about. That big stainless steel bowl and aggression you had 
in your eyes. You weren’t planning on assaulting a police 
officer were you?” 

“Well, no officer. | just—“ 

“I'll ask the questions here,” | say. “But I’m not going to 
ask. I’m going to tell you exactly what you need to do and 
you're going to do it. Do you understand me?” 


“Yes, officer.” 


“Being that you're so aggressive | need to check you for 
weapons.” 


“Weapons?” 
“I'm asking the questions!” 


| watch as she jumps a bit, taken back by my own 
aggression. 


“Do you understand me?” | ask as | place my hand 
underneath her chin before running a finger along her 
collarbone. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Good.” | pause taking an entire minute to slowly circle her 
twice, looking her up and down making me want her even 
more. 

“Now put your hands on the wall and spread em!” 

She does as she’s told, but not at a speed that suits me. 
“Faster. Let’s go!” 

When she gets into position | pull out my nightstick and 
gently run it up the inside of her thigh. “I know you can 


spread...wider.” 


She looks down at her feet before opening her stance even 
more. 


“That’s more like it,” | say running the nightstick the rest of 
the way up and along her crotch and then down her other 


leg. When I get past her knees | bring the nightstick up the 
side of her body before stopping when it finds something 
hard. 


“What is this?” | come up from behind her careful to get oh 
so close to touching her but leaving the smallest of gaps 
between our bodies. 


“It’s my...keys,” she says. 


| reach my hand around and slide it inside her pocket 
searching for her keys, but making sure to run it along her 
upper thigh as well. Damn, her body feels amazing, even 
with a layer of clothes in between. 


“And you weren’t going to tell me about these? These 
things which are often used to harm the very type of officer 
that’s standing behind your right now.” 

“I was going to, but—“ 

“But what exactly? There’s no excuse for this. Now it seems 
we have a trust issue. And if | can’t trust you then there’s 
only one thing to do. Only one way to make sure you're not 
as dangerous as | think you are.” 

| pause looking at that rotund booty of hers in front of me 
wanting to sink my teeth into her pants. I’m so hard right 
now | can barely stand up, but | sure as hell can’t sit down. 
“Strip search! Take off your clothes.” 

She turns around and reaches for her top button. 


“Wait! Hands against the wall. lII do it.” 


| watch as she licks her lips and then slowly turns back 
towards the wall assuming the position. 


| come up from behind her again and bring my hands around 
the side of her body. | carefully unbutton the top button of 
her shirt making sure not to brush up against any other 
parts of her body, especially not her breasts when | want to 
grab them so damn bad right now. 


After the first button I continue working my way down. | 
bring my head down closer to hers. | can hear her breathing 
hard and have to be extra carefully unbuttoning her shirt as 
| can feel the shirt moving up and down as her chest heaves 
as her heart rate skyrockets even more. 


When I get to the bottom button | stop, take a step back, 
and look her over again. She sticks her ass out just a little 
more and oh how | want to finish this strip search in one 
second flat, but | can’t. | have to try and control myself just 
as much as she is. | know this is driving her crazy and 
making her so wet. I’m looking forward to seeing just how 
wet when | slide my tongue inside her, but first... 


“Hands behind your back,” | say. 


She does as she’s told and | slowly remove the shirt from her 
arms. 


“Hands back against the wall.” 


Almost as soon as her hands touch the smooth, white 
drywall I’ve got my hands around her waist and my groin 
pressed up against her ass. | reach around the front and 
unbutton her pants and then slide the zipper down. 


| bend down behind her grabbing the sides of her pants in 
each hand and then yank them down to her ankles. Her big 
beautiful ass is right in my face and this time | can’t control 
myself. 


| squeeze her cheek hard and press the side of my face 
against it before pulling my face away and slapping it hard. 


“You've been a bad, bad girl,” | say, rising up out of my 
crouch. “Hiding those keys from me like that.” 


| run a finger down her back and watch as her skin quickly 
becomes covered in goose bumps. 


My hand darts up for her bra, unhooking it and quickly 
reaching around and pulling it forward and off. 


“Hands behind your back.” 


| reach for my cuffs. The moment she’s got her hands back | 
cuff her and she moans hard. 


| kiss the back of her neck. 

“You've been bad, haven’t you?” | whisper in her ear. 
“Terrible. The worst,” she says. 

“You know what | do to bad girls?” 

“No,” she says coyly. 

“| punish them.” 


“You do?” 


“Oh, | sure do and I’m going to punish you.” 

“What are you going to do to me?” 

“Well, we’ve got two options the way | see it. We can take 

you into the station, or we can just handle this punishment 
right here and now and be done with it...for now.” 

“Yes. | want to pay the fine now.” 

“Are you trying to...bribe me, miss?” 

“No officer.” 

| come around in front of her and put my hand underneath 

her chin. “Because if you are then you’re in even more 


trouble.” 


“I want to get out of trouble, officer. But I just can’t quit 
being a bad, bad girl.” 


“Then that only leaves me one choice, doesn’t it.” 


| come around behind her and grab the sides of her panties, 
yanking them down exposing a shot of her dripping wet 
pussy looking at me from right in-between the back of her 
legs, framed above by that perfect ass of hers. 


| lose all control. 
| grab my belt and unhook it, causing a thud when it hits the 
floor. She comes up on her tiptoes when it makes contact 


with the floor and | slide right in behind her. 


| whip off my sunglasses. | want to see this perfectly. Watch 
as | do things to her that will make her come until she can’t 


come anymore. 


| crouch down again and lick straight up along her pussy, 
drinking in the sweetness of her. 


“Oh my god,” she says. “Ahhh,” she moans. 


| suck air in in-between gritted teeth relishing the taste of 
her and only thinking of having more. 


My tongue meets her lips again. | flatten it making it wider 
and lick up again, eliciting an even deeper moan and goose 
bumps popping up everywhere on the back of her 
hamstrings which are now locked firmly in the grasp of each 
of my hands. 


| line my tongue up with her hole and flick it back and forth 
before entering her with my tongue. Her body lunges 
forward causing her to almost lose balance before my hands 
shoot up, grabbing her hips and bringing her closer to my 
face and my tongue even deeper inside of her. 


| stand up quickly and guide us the few steps over to the 
couch as we waddle with our pants down around our ankles. 
There’s no time to remove them because every second 
wasted is a second | can be where | want to be more than 
anywhere in the world. 


Inside her. 


“Now you’re going to really get it bad girl,” | say, bending 
her over the couch and lining my cock up to her opening. 


“I'm ready, officer. Punish me!” 


| reach back with my hand and bring it down hard on her 
ass, sending her body forward before | bring her back into 
position. 


She moans again and | slap her ass a second time, this time 
slapping her ass with the back of my hand as I bring my 
hand back. 


“More!” she says. 


| deliver slap after slap watching her ass jiggle each time our 
skin makes contact with one another. 


Then | slap her again, but this time | leave my hand in 
position, squeezing her ass hard. It’s like her ass and my 
hand were meant for each other. 

| can feel her wetness on the head of my cock as my hand 
kneads her ass and my head starts spinning from all the 
ecstasy. 

“Are you ready for your punishment?” 

“I'm ready.” 

“What are you ready for?” | ask, trying so damn hard to hold 
back. Oh how | want to slide my dick inside her right this 
fucking minute. 

“I'm ready for you to punish me, officer.” 

“How am I going to punish you? Tell me how.” 

“You're going to slide your cock inside me so deep | won’t 


even be a able to make a sound and you’re going to keep 
doing it until | come all over it at just the moment you fill me 


with your explosion letting me know exactly who the 
authority figure is.” 


“You're right. I’m an authority when it comes to pleasing 
you...to fucking you...to watching you as | make you come.” 


“Make me come.” 
It’s too much. 


| guide my hips forward entering her and watch as her head 
turns sideways and her mouth opens, but nothing comes 
out, just as she said. Complete silence. 


| pull out of her ever so slowly feeling her walls clench the 
entirety of my shaft. She’s so tight it’s a surprise | didn’t 
pop on the first thrust, but | didn’t get in deep enough. | 
have to have more of her first. To feel more of her before | 
own her. Before | make her mine. 


| guide my hips forward again and watch as she buries her 
cheek against the top of the couch, trying to use it as 
leverage as she shoves her midsection back into me, but she 
hasn’t taken enough of me yet for the front of my hips to 
make contact with her ass. What she’s itching to feel is 
exactly what | want to feel. The slapping of my hips against 
her ass. 


| slide my dick back and in again, quickening the pace. 
Then again and again and again, until I’m lost in the 
moment even deeper. 


I’m thrusting inside her with reckless abandon now sending 
her forward with each thrust. | need more leverage and | 
want to get deeper still so | reach up with my hands and 


knife my fist in-between her hair pulling her back towards 
me. 


She growls fiercely in between clenched teeth causing my 
moans to intensify and deepen even more. 


This isn’t a role-playing fantasy anymore. This is completely 
primal and I’m the biggest predator in the jungle as | devour 
her with my dick. 


| hear the legs of the couch slide across the floor before 
rising up and slamming down again. How are we generating 
so much force? And then | hear glass break and quickly 
notice a picture has fallen off the mantle. 


A frame | can fix. This memory will last a lifetime. 


But I’m not going to be able to last much longer. Her 
tightness. Her moans. The feeling of her hair in one hand 
and her ass in my other has got me ready to explode. 


“I’m gonna come!” she yells. 


“Fuck!” | moan and just as | feel her juices explode onto my 
cock | explode deep inside her, arching my back and 
pushing myself even deeper inside of her to make sure my 
swimmers have the best chance of fertilizing her and 
spreading my genes onto the next generation. 


My abs and chest find her back as | wrap a hand around her, 
feeling her sweat mixing with mine. It was quick but damn 
our heart rates went high in no time flat. 


| feel her body heaving underneath mine as our bodies gasp 
for air trying to replenish the oxygen we just lost. 


| feel my knees weaken and | pull out of her and collapse 
onto the floor behind the couch, taking a moment to look up 
at her bright red ass. It’s red from my hand, but more so 
from the power of my hips. 


She comes up on her tiptoes and launches herself over the 
top of the couch and on to the cushions. It’s a hilarious 
sight, especially considering she’s still handcuffed. 


| can’t help but burst out laughing and she quickly does the 
same. 


“Let me uncuff you,” I say. “Just as soon as | can stand.” 


“Take your time. | want this feeling to last forever.” 


CHAPTER 10 


May 
Three weeks later 
l'm worried about you. Can we meet? 


| look down at the message on my phone and | almost want 
to cry. | want to type back my true feelings. 


Yes! But let’s not just meet. Let’s spend everyday together 
for the rest of our lives. 


But | don’t dare type that. 


Because | don’t know how many more days I've got left. 
These last few weeks have gone by so quickly. Everything 
worked exactly as we could have hoped except for one 
thing. The biggest thing. 


We had real feelings for each other and we both knew it. 


As much as | wanted to spend all my time with him | 
couldn’t. It just wouldn’t be fair. | was already piling upa 
stack of immature actions and decisions so high it’s a 
wonder he still sooke to me at all. 


First | asked the most honorable man | know to do something 
dishonorable. 


Then | lose my virginity to my ultimate guy in my ultimate 
sexual fantasy without telling him I was a virgin? Telling him 


after wasn’t the same. And the way he looked at me when | 
told him that. It was like he didn’t ever want to let me go. 


And that’s the problem. It’s not fair to get involved with him 
like this when | don’t even know what’s going to happen 
with my own life, or lack thereof. He says he doesn’t want to 
focus on the future, just for us to spend the days we have 
together. But what if I’m just wasting his time? When he’s 
spending time with me he can’t be out finding someone 
who’s a better long term prospect than | am. But he swears 
I’m the only long term prospect, and when he says those 
things it just hurts even more. 


And it’s not just the mental, but the physical aspects too. 
The first time we had sex was unprotected. | knew it was a 
time of the month when I wasn’t likely to get pregnant, but 
still it was selfish and ridiculous. It was like my body was 
telling me to try and reproduce especially considering | 
didn’t know if | was going to have another opportunity. 


But there’s no way | can have surgery if I’m pregnant. 


Every part of me was telling me to be with this guy 24/7, but 
there was something inside me that spoke to me just a little 
bit louder that told me I can’t. It’s not fair. 


And here he is still trying. 


And to make matters worse tomorrow we fly together to New 
York to meet with Doctor Schmidt. The plan is he’s going to 
take a look at me again and run some tests and more than 
likely l'Il have surgery before the end of the week, quickly 
followed up by treatment. 


All paid for by Steven’s insurance. How that got approved | 
still don’t know. | Know he must have made calls and risked 


even more than he’s already risking, if there was anything 
else to risk. 


He was risking it all for me and | was so grateful | was almost 
ashamed. And scared. Scared that I'd finally “got” the man 
| always wanted, but something told me the time we were 
going through was just too emotional. Plus it was never 
supposed to be real in the first place. If I pull through then 
okay, we can see about it then. But not now. | need to go 
through this by myself as much as possible. 


| laugh in-between tears. “By yourself, huh, May? As if he 
hasn’t been with you every step of the way.” 


And has he ever. Without him I don’t even want to think 
about where I'd be at right now. But | don’t have to think 
because | already know. 

No options. No hope. No future. 

But thanks to him all those no’s are yeses. 

He’s made the impossible possible. 


Now let’s just hope Doctor Schmidt can do the same. 


And if he can then maybe, just maybe, this fairy tale can 
become a reality. 


CHAPTER 11 


Steven 


I’ve been pacing the hallway for the last thirteen hours. | 
haven't eaten a single thing or drank a drop all day. My 
stomach is completely in knots. 


And I’m not even the one who’s being operated on. 
| sit down in a chair and bury my head in my hands. 


| look up and see a cardboard sign asking for donations. 
What | wouldn’t give now to make sure she makes it though 
okay. | don’t even want to think like that! | bury my head in 
my hands again. 


Just some news. Any news. Anything good that is. Just give 
me some hope. 


Now | know what it feels like for some of the families of the 
victims of the crimes I’m working on. | felt like | always 
knew but I guess | never really did. Not until | was here in 
that hospital waiting to see if the person close to me pulled 
through. 


And close to me isn’t even the right word, but | don’t want to 
think like that. | just felt like she was pulling back these last 
few weeks. | just wanted to spend time with her, but she 
wouldn’t allow it. | tried to force myself into her life but she 
just hid. | can understand. | would have done the same 
thing, but | just wished she could learn to let me in when 
times get tough and not to push me away. 


She’s been through a lot in her life already. Sometimes it’s 
okay to lean on other people. | want to be that person she 
leans on. That rock. That lighthouse in the middle of the 
night when she’s lost. Shoot! l'Il be that lighthouse in the 
day. Navigating the streets of L.A. is hard whether it’s high 
noon or pitch black at 3 a.m. 


What am I thinking about? What am I talking with myself 
about? 


My mind is racing a mile a minute trying to fill in the blanks 
of what might be happening. I’m trying to stay positive, but 
as that damn hour hand keeps circling the clock it gets 
harder and harder. | haven’t even heard from a nurse. This 
is terrible. 


| need to keep moving. 


| spring up from my seat almost catching the doctor 
underneath the chin. 


“Doctor Schmidt! Tell me something. Anything.” 


“Steven | know you're concerned, but do you want to have a 
seat first.” 


“Oh no. No. No. No.” | say realizing he’s going to give me 
news | don’t ever want to hear. | raise my hands to my ears 
and cover them. I can’t hear this. Not now. Not ever. 


| see his arms move toward my forearms but | move so he 
can’t touch me. He mouths something. | have to know 
what. 


“Steven, please. Everything is going to be okay.” 


“What?” | say. 
“She’s okay. May’s okay.” 


“She is?” | grab the doctor lifting him up off the ground. 
“She’s okay!” 


| set the doctor down and give him a big bear hug. 
“Tell me more, doc!” | say stepping back. 


He tries to fight back a smile as he straightens out his 
eyeglasses and then his white coat. 


“When we got in there we saw exactly what we expected, 
but somehow it wasn’t as bad or as big as we quite 
expected.” 


“Had it spread?” 


“It sure doesn’t look like it, but it’s better to run some tests 
next week before | say anything conclusive.” 


“Right. Right.” 


“But wow, is she ever a trooper. Not counting prep time we 
were working on her for over eleven hours.” 


“Eleven hours?” 
“My longest by far.” 


“And you did it.” 


“| think it’s more appropriate to say she did it. She’s gota 
lot of fight in her. And more importantly a lot of life left in 
her. | expect a full recovery in about six months and a long, 
life ahead of her assuming the tests we run confirm what we 
think.” 


“Thank you, doc!” | say offering my hand for a handshake. 


“Go easy on me, Steven. You’re a bigger guy than you might 
realize and you’re pretty excited right now.” 


“Excited? I’m fired up, brother” 

“That’s exactly what I’m afraid of.” 

“Let’s do it this way then,” | say, grabbing the doctor and 
giving him a hug again. | don’t think I’ve ever hugged a 
man in my life and this poor fella’s gotten two in the last 
thirty seconds. 

“Okay. Gratitude accepted,” the doctor says smiling. 


“Thanks, doc. Can I see her?” 


“Not tonight. It’s best if you go home and come back 
tomorrow around say...10 in the morning?” 


“I'll be right here at 10 a.m.,” | say pointing down at the 
floor. “Because I’m not going anywhere. I’m never leaving 
that girl’s side for the rest of my life.” 


CHAPTER 12 


Steven 
Five weeks later 


Today’s the day I’ve been planning for weeks. It’s time. 
Time to turn the page forever. 


| head over to the police station but don’t make it quite all 
the way there. | pull into a diner a couple blocks down. All 
of us know it. The place practically keeps the entire station 
fed, especially at the strangest hours of the night and early 
morning. 


When I push through the door | see the chief already sitting 
in the corner. He’s picked the best spot of course. | would 
have done the same, just as | did when | met May when she 
said she needed to see me almost three months ago. 

And that’s the reason I’m here. Her. Us. 

“Chief,” | say. 

“Detective.” 

“Thanks for coming.” 

“No time for formalities, Detective Shield. There’s crazy in 
the air today. I’ve got to get back to the station asap before 


this town really goes nuts. I’ve got three minutes. Five tops 
if you pick up the tab.” 


| smile. I’ve been smiling a lot more now that I’m so at 
peace with everything that’s happened. 


“| wanted to talk to you about my retirement.” 


“What is there to talk about? It’s already approved. You just 
need to ride it out another week and you’re golden. Nothing 
more to it than that.” 


“That’s right except like a lot of the cases I’ve worked on I’m 
going to take a different approach.” 


“Shield. There’s no other approach to take. | mean what 
else can you do?” 


“This,” | say. | reach under the table and when I bring my 
hand back topside it has my badge in it. | place it on the 
table and slide it to the chief. 


“Detective. Don’t push your luck. We're not giving you your 
last week off like some sort of paid holiday. You have to ride 
it out to the end.” 


“This is the end, chief.” 


“No it’s not. You’ve got to finish. If you want your pension 
at least. | can’t believe you tried to get a free week out of 
me. You never struck me as that type.” 


“Because I’m not. I’m not asking for a free week. I’m telling 
you | served this city from my heart. | did it because | 
wanted to. | don’t want the pension. | don’t want the 
money.” 


“Have you lost your freaking mind?” 


“About three months ago.” 
“Because of that girl? She put you up to this?” 


“Nobody put me up to anything, but I will say I’ve never 
been happier or more content in my life.” 


“Shield, you’re a schoolboy in love. | get it. Listen, I’ve got 
to get back. Think this over and don’t make a mistake. Just 
wait a week to think about it and I’m sure you'll change your 
mind.” 


The chief slides the badge back my way but I bring my hand 
up to block him. 


“I've got a tab here, chief, so | can get out of here faster than 
you can. And l'm not leaving with that badge.” 


“Are you out of your mind, son?” 
| extend my hand. “Thank you, chief. For everything.” 
I’ve never seen the chief look so confused in his entire life. 


He reaches out and takes my hand. | nod my head, turn and 
walk out that dinner door for the last time. 


| get in my car and almost instinctively turn toward the 
station, but don’t. | head home. 


Home is where my heart is. 


And that’s exactly where she is. 


CHAPTER 13 


Steven 
On my way home | stop by the jewelry store. Please have it 
in today. Today’s the day. | just really hope they got it in the 
FedEx overnight like they said they would. 
| ring the buzzer and the jeweler let’s me in. 
“Saul!” 
“Steven, I’ve got...good news for you!” 


“Good news is great news, Saul!” 


He motions me over to the counter and removes the box 
from underneath the counter. 


“There she is.” 
“It’s perfect. Absolutely perfect. What do | owe you?” 
“Let me get the slip.” 


Saul goes in the back room while | inspect it. Wow, this is 
going to be so perfect. 


He’s back in a minute and | make the final payment, shake 
his hand, and he buzzes me out. 


| go out to my car and sit in the driver’s seat taking in the 
moment. | can’t wait. | really can’t wait. 


| put the key in the ignition, but | don’t turn it. 


There’s a man in a tracksuit and oversized sunglasses 
buzzing Saul’s buzzer. 


Where have | see that guy before? 
| scan the parking lot. Nothing. 


| look in my rearview and see a Cadillac Escalade with all 
black windows parked across the street. In California you 
can’t tint the driver’s and passenger’s side windows, and 
especially not the windshield. This isn’t right. This guy 
should have been ticketed a long time ago. 


Is Saul doing business with this guy? He’s a respected 
jeweler, but you never know. 


| slide down lower in my seat and look for other cars... 
accomplices. Is this guy planning on knocking off the 
jewelry shop? 


| look back in my rearview and see movement through the 
windshield of the car. It’s movement in the back, and not 
the front. 


This is definitely not right. 


| reach into my glove box and slide out my binoculars at the 
Same time | reach under the seat and pull out my piece. It’s 
a personal weapon and I’ve got a concealed carry permit so 
I’m in the clear...cop or no cop. 


Why didn’t I retire after lunch? Not because | wouldn’t have 
to deal with this but because | could call backup and handle 


this the right way. 

But the only right way now is to handle this myself. 

| slowly bring the binoculars up to my face and point them 
at the rearview. | can see inside his SUV, but | don’t see 
anyone in the back this time. 


“Come on. Move again. Show your face you big bully.” 


Then a bit of a knee comes into view. “Come on...come 
on...” 


The body moves sliding in-between the seats. 


“Bing...no?” I’m expecting a bingo on some big roughneck 
guy but instead I’m staring at a little girl? 


| drop the binoculars and exhale hard. What an idiot | am. 
Still policing when I’m not even a cop. He’s probably just 
trying to surprise his kid or something. 


| turn over the ignition and back up before pulling forward 
and then left to leave the lot. 


The man exits the jewelry shop at that exact moment. 
Something still doesn’t sit right about him. 


| pull out into the street passing the SUV. The little girl 
stands up in the back and | get a clear look at her. 


“Where have | seen her....oh hell no!” 


| park the car along the curb and get out as nonchalantly as 
| can. 


| start walking toward the jewelry shop with the man walking 
right in my direction out of the front door. 


I’m fifteen feet from him and he makes me. 


He reaches for his waist and | take off running straight at 
him. 

| get in a solid four steps and see his hand fumbling in his 
pants and | lay out in a full head first dive for his midsection, 
dropping him to the ground. 


I’m a big boy, but he’s even bigger, but I’ve got way more 
muscle than he does. 


| wrestle with him and get him flipped over onto his 
stomach. 


A few cars stop, blocking traffic. They start honking. 
“You!” | say pointing to the first car, trying to get his 
attention to help me but he just drives around us making 
sure to flip me off in the process. Welcome toL.A., huh? 
The jewelry shop door opens. 


“Saul! Get in my glovebox and get the cuffs.” 


| motion with my head towards my car and Saul hurriedly 
does exactly as | ask. 


The man struggles underneath me but it’s no use. There’s 
no way in hell I’m letting this scumbag out of my grasp. 


“After all these years | got you you son-of-a-bitch. | finally 
got you.” 


CHAPTER 14 


Steven 
Three days later 


“Son, this has got to be stranger than fiction,” the chief says 
as he places the medal around my neck. 


“The highest civilian honor we can issue,” the chief says to 
the laughter of the many cops who've come out today to see 
me get my medal. 


“Thanks, chief,” | say. “You can put it down as a solved 
crime. Make sure to give the department credit.” 


“Very funny, Shield. And yes, | can call you whatever | want 
these days. Your choice, remember?” 


“No problem, sir.” 

“Sir is right. I’m still the chief.” 

The old salty police veteran walks away just shaking his 
head. The ceremony ends and | step down from the stage 
after the photographers finish trying to blind me with their 
camera flashes. 


“Hey there, hero,” May says, grabbing me by the arm. 


“I like the way you Say it a lot more than the way the chief 
does.” 


We both smile and head for the exit. I’ve had enough 
excitement for one day. | am officially not retired after all. 
Retired without being actually retired or whatever the term 
is. | guess technically I’m just unemployed until | get on 
with another station and start trying to rack up twenty years 
all over again. 


“Excuse me,” a voice says. “Detective Shield?” the woman 
Says in a soft voice. 


“Not a detective anymore, ma’am. You can just call me 
Steven.” 


She smiles. “Okay then, Steven. Would it be possible to 
have a quick word with you?” 


| want to ask her what this is all about but seeing that | 
guess she’s probably in her eighties, although fit as a fiddle, 
| don’t suspect she’s planning on getting revenge for the 
guy | just took down. 

“One second?” 

“Take your time,” May says. 


The lady motions for us to move off to the side. 


“I'm sorry. We've never met, but my name is Janice 
Douglas.” 


“Douglas as in...?” 


“Yes. I’m Katherine’s grandmother and | can’t tell you how 
happy | am...” her hand reaches up and she places it on my 
forearm. | see her eyes start to water. “...that you found our 
baby,” she says, her voice cracking. 


| reach in and gently hug her only to find out she’s got a 
surprisingly strong grip. At least she does on me right now. 


She pushes her body back away from mine and looks at me. 
“I’m not sure if you Know about this but we had a reward out 
for her return and as far as | see it you’re entitled to that 
reward.” 

“Mrs. Douglas...ma’am...| just got all the reward l'Il ever 


need right now from the look on your face. That’s exactly 
why police officers do what they do.” 


“Young man, l...I... 


“Thank you, Mrs. Douglas. Seeing how happy you are to 
have Katherine back will stay with me for the rest of my life. 
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“And thanks to you I can live out the rest of my days in 
peace...with my granddaughter. Thank you.” 


“You're welcome. And thank you.” 
| turn to go. 


“Mister Shield. Sorry. If you’re not interested in the money 
can we at least donate it in your name?” 


“| wouldn’t know who to give it to,” | say. 
“Wait! Maybe | do.” 


“Just tell me and it’s done.” 


“If you really insist, then | saw a sign at a hospital in New 
York recently. It’s the cancer wing where a Doctor Schmidt 
works. If you Google him you'll find him right away. He’sa 
miracle worker and I think they’re looking for a little help to 
make even more miracles happen.” 


“Then that’s where the money will find a home.” 

“But Mrs. Douglas. If it’s not too much to ask, please donate 
it in Katherine’s name. She never quit fighting. She’s the 
real hero.” 

Mrs. Douglas brings two fingers to her lips and touches them 
before blowing me a kiss and then folding her hands 
together like a Buddhist might to say thank you. 


| give her a wink and turn back to catch up with May. 


“Who was that?” she asks as she slides her arm inside mine 
and | escort her from city hall. 


“That...is the reason why | joined the police force.” 


CHAPTER 15 


May 
After the ceremony we get in the car and head home, but 
Steven doesn’t take the regular route. Instead he hops on 
the freeway. 


“Do we have...plans for today?” 


“Maybe,” he says as he reaches over and puts his hand on 
my leg just above my knee. 


“Celebrating your award?” 

“Amongst other things,” he says. 
“Other things?” 

“How about those Dodgers?” he asks. 
“You don’t follow baseball.” 

“| do starting right now.” 


| laugh and let it go. It’s better to focus on having fun today 
than wondering what he may or may not have planned. 


KKK KK 


We spend the middle of the day down in Huntington Beach. 
It’s so fun to be this close to the water. To watch the surfers 
and hear the strange and funny words the surfer kids use. 


Just the term they use to refer to themselves is funny. 
Grommet? How can you not laugh at that? 


Just before sunset we meander on over to the Huntington 
Harbor and low and behold Steven has rented a gondola! 


“Are you kidding me?” 
“Nope. Hop in,” he says. 
“Wow.” 


“And they’re real gondolas from Venice,” Jonathan, our 
gondolier, says. 


We get out into the harbor and Steven reaches his arm 
behind me to embrace...or so | thought. 


Instead | hear some ice moving and he pulls out a bottle of 
champagne! 


“Wow...you thought of everything,” | say as he brings out 
our glasses. 


“You say that and you haven’t even heard Jonathan sing 
yet.” 


“Jonathan, you sing?” | say turning around. Just before | get 
the last word out he’s already singing something in Italian. 
In Italian! | have no idea what it means but it sounds 
absolutely romantic and perfect. 

Steven pours the champagne into flutes and hands me one. 


“What are we toasting to?” | ask. 


He looks up at Jonathan, who quickly fades the song out and 
then back at me. He takes my flute and sets it back in the 
ice along with his. 


Then he stands and offers me his hand. 
“Is it safe?” | ask. 


“Life is full of uncertainties,” he says. “But they’re a lot 
more fun when we face them together.” 


| smile and carefully stand up trying not to tip over the 
gondola. It has a very solid feel so I’m not too worried about 
it once | get up and realize just how safe it really is. 


And then suddenly I’m the only one standing because 
Steven kneels right in front of me, while still holding my 
hand. 


“We had a lot of fun working on our fake wedding vows 
didn’t we?” 


“Oh my gosh,” | say. 


“But you know what would be even more fun and more 
memorable? If we got to actually recite them. At least 
that’s exactly what | want to do and | hope you do to.” 


“Steven,” | say. 


“Since | saw you again just a few short months ago | knew. | 
knew things were different and from that first moment there 
was no going back. I never look at you the same and after 
today | hope you'll never look at me the same either. And 
that’s because from this day forward | want you to always 
look at me the way you are right now. To look at me as your 


best friend, your confidant, and your lover...forever. And | 
promise with everything | have inside me that’s exactly how 
l'Il always look at you.” 


“Your words are so...beautiful,” | say. 


“No matter how beautiful they can never be as beautiful as 
you. And your beauty is what | want to see the first thing in 
the morning when I wake up and the last thing before | fall 
asleep, if | can fall asleep that is. It won’t be easy with how 
excited I’m going to be knowing my best friend will be by 
my side forever. My best friend who one day soon hopefully 
will also be my wife and the mother of my children. If you 
agree. This is what | ask and this is what | promise if...you 
will do me the honor of making me the happiest man in the 
entire world today and forever more. Will you marry me?” 


I’m overwhelmed by everything that’s transpired these last 
few months. If my sense of survival wasn’t heightened so 
much from the situation I’d pass right out and into the 
harbor, but before | do anything | want to fall right into those 
big arms of his. 


“Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes, | will marry you my Steven Shield!” 
He slides the ring on my finger. It’s big and beautiful and 
Sparkles in the sunset, just like his eyes when he looks at me 


that way. 


He stands up and our lips meet before his arms wrap around 
me. 


We stand there together as the boat slowly glides across the 
water. Life could not be more perfect. 


“Now we can toast,” he says. 


| laugh and he gently wipes away my tears of joy. 

“To my everlasting love for you,” he says raising his glass. 
“And my love for you. Forever,” | say. 

We clink glasses and take a sip of the champagne. 
Nothing has ever tasted so good, until a second later when 
his champagne soaked lips meet mine for the first time as 


fiancée and fiancé. 


But this time...it’s for real. 


EPILOGUE 


Steven 
One month later 


We're back in New York for a follow-up with Doctor Schmidt. 
While May is in his office I’m going to slide down stairs and 
pay the bill. 


| spoke with HR and they said everything is okay. It’s still 
covered so | should be good to go. Keywords in that 
sentence? Should be. 


| approach the counter for the moment of truth. 


| hand the bill over to the woman. She types some things 
into the computer and appears to be hiding a concerned 
look...except she’s not hiding it very well. 


“Is everything okay?” | ask. 


“Can you just give me one second please?” she says ina 
friendly tone. It’s friendly with a heavy side of concern piled 
on top. 


“Sure, no problem,” | say, but of course it’s obviously a big 
problem. An absolutely huge problem at that. | have no job, 
no pension, and if | have no health care then we're going to 
be in the poor house for the rest of our days. Then again 
poor means something entirely different when you've finally 
found the one person on earth who was meant for you, and 
you for them. 


| Know we could be cash poor in a cardboard box, but we’d 
still be rich in terms of life and our relationship. We could 
have fun under just about any circumstances after what 
we've been through. 


“Sir, it says here that the policy isn’t going to pay, but 
there’s a note at the bottom to talk to a supervisor.” 


“Okay. That doesn’t sound good,” | say. 


“Let me get a supervisor and see if we can get this all sorted 
out.” 


The young woman leaves her desk and scurries off 
somewhere down a hall where | can’t see. 


This is not good at all. I’m a pretty levelheaded calm guy, 
but it could be time to start worrying soon. | need to be 
prepared so when | go back upstairs and see May | can just 
act like everything’s okay. No way am I going to let her 
know if we have some sort of payment problem. What | will 
do is get to work immediately on solving it without 
bothering her about it. There’s no point in that anyways. 
She needs to rest and get better. The last thing she needs is 
more stress. 


Suddenly the girl appears from around the corner down the 
hallway walking back in my direction. Behind her is another 
woman who on first glance appears to be her boss or some 
sort of manager. They’re bringing out the big guns to 
deliver this bad news it appears. 


“Hello, sir.” 


“Hello,” | say extending my hand to meet hers. 


“I'm Mallory Davidson.” 
“Steven Shield.” 


“Mr. Shield, we have good news. Your account with us is all 
settled.” 


“All settled?” 


“That’s right. All treatments you, or in this case your fiancée 
| believe it is, has had or will have in the future.” 


“Future treatments too? I’m not about to argue with that, 
but are you sure everything’s okay?” 


“Absolutely.” 

“But | thought my policy declined the payment.” 

“They did, because your bill was already cleared.” 
“Come again?” I’m not about to look a gift horse in the 
mouth, but | don’t want to fly all the way back across the 
country toL.A. to find out there was an administrative 
mistake and | do in fact owe a boatload of money to the 


hospital. 


“It’s the least we could do after your very generous gift,” 
Mallory says. 


“My gift?” 


“The donation, sir. We were told it originated under your 
name.” 
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“Originated...under...my...” Then it hits me. Mrs. Douglas. 
She made the donation. “Right,” | say. “I’m sorry for 
forgetting and my apologizes. | wasn’t trying to draw 
attention to myself.” 

“No worries at all, Mister Shield. And it’s an honor to finally 
meet you. Your gift has really enabled us to help a lot of 
people,” she says. 

“Thank you,” I say. “It was a friend of mine’s generosity, but 
the thing that makes me the happiest is that it’s helping 
others.” 

“That’s what makes me happiest too.” 

| smile and feel a warmth overcome me, quickly 
accompanied by goose bumps from head to toe. Mrs. 
Douglas you little devil. Or should | say my guardian angel? 
“Anything else | can help you with?” Mallory asks. 


“Not that | can think of. Thank you for your time. And sorry 
to disturb you.” 


“Not at all. | wish you a pleasant stay in New York.” 
“It’s been excellent. Thank you,” I say. 

| turn and almost bump into May. 

“Hey! What are you doing here?” 


“We finished up early. That’s what happens when they find 
Zerooooo cancer in your body.” 


“That’s great!” | say, wrapping her up in a big hug. 


“How’s everything down here?” 

“Too good to be true.” 

“You were...paying the bill?” 

“Something like that.” 

“Did everything go as planned?” 

“Not exactly.” 

“Oh nol” 

“Not exactly because it went even better than | hoped.” 
“So everything is taken care of?” 

“Everything is taken care of.” 

“Nothing out of pocket?” 

“Come on, you can’t ask me questions like that.” 
“| just don’t want to feel like I—“ 

| raise my finger to her lips silencing her. 

“Not one red cent.” | Say. 


She smiles and my finger is quickly replaced on her lips by 
mine. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Steven 
Three years later 
“Annnnd...that’s a wrap!” the director says. 


| look at my watch. Perfect. l'Il be home in time to join my 
girls for dinner. That’s the best part about this job. The 
chance to be home for dinner every night to be with my 
family. 


But it’s not actually a job. It’s my own company and luckily 
business is booming. 


| made the natural leap from police work to security guard, 
but | specifically targeted Hollywood. It works out perfectly 
because after nineteen years, eleven months and three 
weeks as a cop I’m not really starstruck by anyone. It’s hard 
to rattle or impress me which transitions perfectly to 
Hollywood. No matter how big the name is we provide our 
services for it’s still just another human who puts on their 
pants one leg atatime. | just stand off to the side and 
watch the actors and crew do their work. It’s interesting to 
see how it all works and so far there are never any problems 
on set so I’m basically getting paid to watch movies being 
made. Not a bad gig at all. 


| shake hands with the crew I’ve gotten to know over the 
past three months during the course of filming and prepare 
to take off for home. My contract with this particular 


celebrity ends upon completion of this movie so I’m officially 
a free man until | select the next one from the pile that’s 
constantly growing on my desk. 


“Hey Steven! Sorry. Do you have a second?” 


| turn around looking over my shoulder recognizing the 
voice. “Trent. How’s it going?” 


“Good man,” Trent Cruze replies. He’s the A-list of the A-list 
celebrities even though he’s in the second half of his career. 
It will be interesting to hear if he’s looking for someone to 
keep an eye out for him. 


“Hey, | wanted to ask you. Are you Steven Shield formerly of 
the L.A.P.D.” 


“That’s me,” | Say. 


“The guy who took down that guy outside a jewelry store a 
few years ago.” 


“Guilty,” | say. 

“Man, I’ve been trying like heck to track you down and | just 
find out today you’ve been right under my nose this entire 
time.” 

“Crazy, huh? What can | do for you?” 

| love what I do, but | love my family more than anything. 
And | don’t care how big the name is, | don’t miss dinner 


with my girls for anything. 


“Not sure if you know but in addition to acting | own my own 
production company. | was just thinking the other day. It’s 


been five years since the film Su//y came out and a dozen 
years since the actual incident.” 


“That long?” 

“That long, and twenty years since 9/11.” 

“Wow,” | say thinking back to the tragic event. 

“But as history, and of course storytelling, shows us we often 
see heroes rise up out of nowhere in the face of great 
adversity.” 

“That’s true.” 

“And our studio is interested in putting together a feel good 
movie about a modest American hero. Like Sully or the 
many brave women and men who helped in numerous ways 
during and after 9/11.” 

“That sounds like a great idea. |’d go see that film,” | say. 

“| don’t want you to just go see it. | want you to be it.” 

“Be the film?” 

“Be the star of the story.” 

“Thanks,” | say, laughing off the idea, but | have no acting 
ability whatsoever and I’m no hero. In the back of my mind | 
do happen to have a quick flashback to our fake fiancée 
arrangement though. | guess | acted once in my life and 


apparently it was so convincing it became a true story. 


Trent slaps his hands together and points at me and flashes 
that million-dollar smile. “That’s the beauty of it right 


there. | act out your story.” 
“My story? I’m not sure my story is that exciting?” 


“Oh believe me. It’s exciting and the best part is that it’s 
going to make people feel great. It’s going to make people 
think about others first. It’s literally going to bring people 
together.” 


“A movie about me? You sure you got the right guy?” 
“Exactly what I’m talking about!” he says, slapping his hand 
together again and pointing at me. | just look around to see 
if there’s a couch he’s going to be jumping on anytime 
soon. “A modest, guy-next-door, everyday kind of hero.” 


“| don’t know, Trent. | don’t want to bankrupt your studio on 
the biggest flop in movie history.” 


“Just think about it, will ya?” 
“Yeah sure.” 


“Great. l'Il send a courier over tonight with a script for you 
to look through.” 


“A script? Already?” 


“Just a working script. I’m telling you...we’re looking at a 
blockbuster here.” 


Trent slaps his hands together and points at me one last 
time for good measure, before moving quickly out the back 
door and into the lot where | Know he'll hop on his 
motorcycle and be speeding out the gate in seconds. 


| have to admit | do like the guy’s movies and he may not be 
a spring chicken these days, but then again neither am I. 
And he sure can put together an action movie. And let’s be 
honest. The best part will be bragging for the rest of time to 
my daughters that their dad was played by Trent Cruze ina 
movie. 


Just the thought of it makes me laugh out loud. 


| feel my phone vibrate in my pocket. | pull it out and look 
at the number. 


“Don’t worry, l'Il be off the lot and on the way home in less 
than ten minutes.” 


“Hey there. Not worried at all. Just wanted to tell you that 
someone from Trent Cruze’s studio dropped off a big packet 
for you. | had to sign for it and everything.” 

“Wow. That was fast.” 

“What was fast?” 

“Can | tell you at dinner?” 


“Is everything okay, Steven?” 


“As long as we have each other everything is always 
absolutely perfect.” 


“I know, but you’d tell me if something’s wrong wouldn’t 
you?” 


“I might, but believe me there is absolutely nothing wrong 
at all. lII tell you over...” 


“Lasagna.” 


“You made lasagna tonight? I’m definitely going to get a 
speeding ticket now.” 


“Be safe. See you in a few.” 
“Love ya.” 
“Love you too,” she says followed by a kiss sound. 


| slide the phone back in my pocket and my mind starts to 
wander immediately. | don’t want to get carried away with 
this idea that’s suddenly been put in my head. It’s not even 
five minutes old and I’m already thinking about how 
incredible this could be. If this is real this is the kind of 
money that could possibly put our daughters through 
college. I may not enjoy the spotlight myself, but when it 
comes to my family l'Il do anything. Plus I think it would be 
fun for them. 


But first | need to chill out which isn’t difficult with my 
woman’s lasagna on my mind. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


May 
“What does it say?” | ask. 
“You're not going to believe this.” 
“Believe what?” 


“There’s a signed check in here for half a million dollars just 
for the rights to make a movie about...my life | guess.” 


“You're joking me?” 

“That’s just to make it. There are all kinds of additional 
payments and royalties if the movie does well. It looks like it 
maxes out well into the seven...no, just into the eight 
figures.” 

“What? | mean that’s incredible.” 

“You're telling me. But...” 

“But what?” 

“| wonder if they want the entire story.” 


“| get to be in there too!” | joke. 


“Of course you will be, but what about our privacy? Our kids 
privacy?” 


“Those are great questions.” 

“Look. | have an idea. Let’s have dessert after this amazing 
lasagna you made and we can sleep on it. It says we havea 
week to make up our minds.” 

“Oh, that’s good.” 

“And you know what else?” 


“What’s that?” 


“It gives me time to run the numbers and see just how many 
kids that kind of money can put through college.” he says. 


“How many...wait a second!” 
Steven jumps up from his seat at the table and run around 
to mine before | have a chance to move, hugging me from 


behind. 


“Tara and Vanessa are going to get a brother sooner than 
they expected.” 


“Sooner than they expected? What about me?” 


“What about you? | thought we were going for lucky seven,” 
he says. 


“What happened to lucky three?” 
“Three’s so small. Seven’s much, much better.” 


“Says the man who doesn’t have to be in labor for hours on 
end.” 


“I’m there with you supporting you.” 


“Well if this movie makes seven million dollars then I’m 
pretty sure we can have seven kids.” 


“Those numbers should support fourteen.” 
“Oh my, no.” 


“Just kidding, babe. Kind of. Want whipped cream on your 
chocolate cake?” 


“Yes, please...but save some for later.” 
“Coffee in the morning?” 

“No silly. Later tonight.” 

“Tonight?” 


“It could come in handy if we want to get started on making 
our first son.” 


“Oh yeah! Now we're talking,” he says as he prepares 
dessert in the kitchen. 


“It’s kind of crazy isn’t it?” | ask. 
“What’s that?” 

“How money has factored into our lives.” 
“Yeah, you're right.” 


“| mean at first | needed money to stay alive. Literally. And 
then you gave up your pension only to find out that we 


might not have my bills paid for only to find out a few 
minutes later that Mrs. Douglas made that donation in your 
name.” 


“And then | started a bodyguard business, basically starting 
over again hustling and | absolutely loved the excitement of 
it but we were getting low on funds there for a minute, only 
to now be staring at a possibly big payday.” 


“But none of it ever really mattered did it?” 
“Not really. Because we always had each other.” 
“And we always will.” 


“Ab-so-lutely,” he says, placing my bowl in front of me on 
the table and kissing me on the cheek. “And just think of all 
the things we failed at, but still won.” 


“Huh?” 


“We failed at being fake fiancé and fiancée, so we decided to 
be the real thing,” he says winking at me. 


“And we failed at giving up your pension in order to pay for 
my bills, but they still got paid. And thank you again for 
that.” 


“Please. No need for that, really. Are you kidding me? 
Without you what’s the point of my life? I’d still be solving 
crimes down at my desk at the old station until ten or eleven 
at night until one day | had a heart attack and died never 
having had a family and never having built this amazing life 
we have together.” 


“We sure have, haven’t we?” 


“With a little help from Tara and Vanessa,” he says as he 
taps each of them on the nose with his index finger and 
offers up his spoon to me with his left hand for a toast. We 
clink spoons and dig in. 


“You know one of these days we'll have to share these 
desserts with the kids.” 


“That’s why we have twins. They can cook two cakes 
instead of one.” 


“Very funny.” 

“You think I’m joking?” he says with a straight face. | almost 
believe him until he smiles and | can’t help but do the 
same. “Got ya,” he says. “I may be an old dog, but I’ve still 
got new tricks.” 


“You aren’t old. You’re just a distinguished gentleman.” 


“Maybe that’s what they'll call my movie. Can you 
imagine? The Distinguished Gentleman.” 


“That title would be appropriate,” | say in between bites. 
“Actually it wouldn’t.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because that’s only about me and to learn about my story 
you have to learn about my family, because without them 


my story is absolutely incomplete.” 


| stop eating and drop my spoon into the bowl. | get up out 
of my seat and walk over to his chair. This time it’s my turn 


to hug him from behind. 
“| love you. Did you know that?” 


“| do and | always will you, just as | do and always will love 
our entire family no matter how big or small.” 


“Did you say...big?” | ask reaching my hand underneath the 
table. “Oh! Somebody’s ready already.” 


“Let’s go get started on that son!” Steven says jumping out 
of his seat and grabbing me by the hand as we run off into 
the bedroom. 

“Steven, the kids.” 

“They'll be okay, but don’t forget the whipped cream.” 

| shake my head but I can’t help but laugh. 


He’s a mature older man but something about being around 
his kids definitely keeps him young. And me too. 


And the more we stay young and keep chasing each other 
around like teenagers the more youngins’ we'll be able to 
add to our very own family. 


Our perfect little family with my absolutely perfect 
policeman. He may be a bodyguard now but he’s always 
stayed true to his core mantra. Protect and serve. 


Now instead of protecting and serving the city he protects 
and serves us, and we love him forever and ever for it. 


And as soon as we have our first son | know he’s going to do 
the same. 


And as soon as we get the girls cleaned up and into bed 
that’s what we’re going to work on next. 


Growing our family. More little angels for us as we all float 
on cloud nine in the City of Angels. 
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